HISPANIOLA
BLUE trees; the horned mountain looms behind, His huge foot in the sea, his crest of snows Flushed into mystery by the dying rose Of sunset and the frail faint-fingered wind.
And ships like weary birds with trailing wings Drift homeward over the violet bleeding sea. Tall palms against the Sun's death mightily Lift their frayed crowns hke lean barbarian Kings
And sad white cities by the burning waves
Hear from gilt cupolas the bird-like call
Of Marian bells announcing even-fall
In ancient churches like gaunt perfumed caves.
And a woman like a leopard, at whose breast A Crimson rose burns like a splash of blood, Sits in a weary contemplative mood Confessing that after all Quiet is best!